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The appearance In English of the posthumous
volume of Ten Brink's “Hlstory of English Lit-
erature”’ is not, perhaps, to be considersd an
event of hich Importance, yet It is a work which
will be welcomed everywhere by students of the
subject. In this volume, too, the author displays
at its best the quality which has made him from
the start an accsptable writer on English Hter-
ature, that quality of seeing the latter as a part
of human progress, which 8 most often lacking
in literary historians. Ten Brink had the traits
of his race; he was minute to the polnt of being
microzcapic, and we will not say that his virtues
so conquered the dry archaeologist In him as to
make his chapters uniformiy vivaclous reading.
But they are profitable reading always, and, as
has been sald, the present volume s well worthy
of Its predecessors In it frequent passages of
Hvely description and Interpretation. These will
be found particularly in the pages dealing with
the Lancastrian Sir John Fortescue's various
polemical writings—a body of treatises and
pamphlets which oceupy an interesting, it not
an imporiant position in English jetters—and in
the discussions of Caxton, Dunbar, More, Wyatt
and Surrey.

In the last-mentioned writer Ten Brink's in-
terest seems to have been profound, and his book
cancludes on the observation that the Earl's pre-
mature end “was an immense loss to English
poatry.” The epitaph = a little far-fetched, be-
cause, as our author admits, Surrey died richer
in promise than in performance. But what he
did accomplish was of a pecullarly noble char-
acter, and as the dawn of the Elizabethans be-
gins to hreak, his gallant figure appeals to the
fmagination with a presage of the great achleve-
ments to come. Ten Brink’s imagination was
eaught by the soldier and poet; he lavishes all
his love of d=tall upon him, and, considering
that he had bat few pages to assign to his hero,
he has given a remarkahly clear and animated
portirait of him. He recognizes in him eepecially
the Iyrie note, the note that links Surrey with
oursclves, It i8 to be regretted that he was not
permitted tn carry his history to completion.
Closely written as it is, with long stretches of
painfully dry investigation, it Is, nevertheless,
s> sympathetle whenever an opportunity arises
for characterization and personal portraiture
that it is almost as dlverting as it 1s accurate and
useful.

For the Reov. Stapford Brooke's primer, “Eng-
lish Literature” there canrot he quite such
warm priaise, The volume Is systematle and con-
cise 1o a degree that lends it some of the charac-
tér of a pure textbook. But, in view of the fact
that he has compressed Into less than three hun-
dred pages a really comprehenslve survey of
English lettors from the vear 670 to practically
the present day, it is perhaps not to be wonderad
at that he is a lttle lacking In color and atmos-
phere. The work has the merit of lucid ar-
rangement, and its critical passages are marked
by the good judgment which Dr. Bronke has
shown in his more important book on early Eng-
tish Mterature, If he makes any slips at all, they
are In the last chapter, which brings him upon
the perilous ground of nineteenth century verse.
Here he ventures the doubtful assertion that
Rrownlng, equally with Tennyeon, had as much
power as he had desire to shape the thought and
the Jovellness hie saw, That Drowning's art was
equal to his poetic inspiration is a tr hilesome
question at the best. When he is named with
such a craftsman &s Tennvson the clalm soems
even more dangerous to On the other
hand, Dr. Brooke's summing up of modern KEng-
lish poetry Is generally acute, and it is certainly
suzpestive for so brief and compact a chapter,

nike,

The republication of Sldney Lanier's lectures
an the English nove) will revive an Interest in
the eurlous direction his critical method took,
He was himself disposed to blame the critics
who thought him too sclentifle. He tells us how
he read what the newspupers sald of his
“Botence of English Verse,” and how disap-
pointed he was to find that In nine coges out of
tep he had been misunderstaood. His work was
assumed to be “a collection of rules for making
vorses.” He retorts that “mot ome of these
writers would have treated a work on the
solonce of geology as a eollectinn of rules for
making rocks™ The answer Is plausible, but
at hottom the critles were hardly to be blamed.
Lanier had a passlon for theory 1L was uncon-
seious in him, perhaps. And to him, also, the
studies of poetle form to which he was wont to
devote himself were mo mors mizdorected than
a composer's study of counterpoint To the

spretator of his Intellectual processs he zeems,,

nevertheless, to be concentrating himself unduly
apon his forms; to be, without any of the usual
triviality of the mere artific r, lacking in pure
inepiration and abounding !n pure mechanism.
He was prone to fasten upcn an “idee fixe," and
to apply it to lterature to the bitier end. The
preaent chapters, originally composed more than
fifteen yonrs ago and published soon after in nat
a0 carefully edited a form as in the volume under
review, offer & good illustratlon of his strange
persistence. He was impressed, as every pene-
trating reader s Impressed, hy the great part
which the personality of mankind playe in the
novel. RBut he charzeteristically went too far
when he procecded to talk about “the growth of
human peraonality, together with the correlative
development of the novel” and sought to prove
that the discovery of man Ly hlimself, synchro-
nized with the perfecting of a form of Jitera-
ture, wns, in fact, the sourse of that perfecting.

Had he been content to follow the develup.
ment of personglity in fictlon with the idea nf
registering the fluctuntions of novelistle imagl-
patica and taste, and of showing how much
more ane achaol or era carsd for it than another,
he would not have peed the bounds of
sound criticism. He would have shown that the
present century was more peychalegical than it
predecessor, that Thackeray handied his theme
more subt!y than Fieldlig, But the tacit con-
clusion of this book is that persopality has heen
in a rising scale through the centuries, that the
povel bas but reflected the development of
human pature, \ hereas gome of the most roman-
tle novels ever writien, the novels of the Itallan
Renalesance, were produced at o time when per-
sonality was glven the freest possilie gwing,
Lanier would have it that the novel has an-
swered a need In man to know more of himself
and his fellow-men. Much may be sald for the

bypothgais, and Lanler gays it suggestively; but

Oversie

he leaves the reader unconvinced, leaves him
belleving that from first to last the novel has
been the fruit of man's desire to lose himself in
drama, In romance, in {lluston. It may be sald
that this is, after all, a question of opinion; but
where Lanier forfeits the usual privileges of an
opporent in argun ent is In ecarrying all his
points on the back of & mechanieal theory. This
volume sets out to demonstrate gelentifically an
evolution that has none of the moorings of
sclence, The result is obscurity, and we close
the hook with a sense of fruitlessncas, with o re-
jection of Lanler's main contention that ls not
modified by any of his delicately expressed judg-
ments on one book or another. He is eloquent
and persuasive on the merits of George Ellot,
but he makes out no case for the novel as some-
thing identified with the development of persan-
ality. The two have had, as they always will
have, pointe of contact; but one never has been
and never can be an Index to the other. The
Odyssey and Iliad are superb novels, with epl-
sodes of tremendous polgnancy, vet they date
from & time which knew nothing of “personal-
ity as Lanler saw ft. He forgot, indeed, that
what he ecalled personality, as though it were
something springing from gpecific ages and con-
ditions, was rcally the life of the human soul
in all ages, and that the motive force of the
novel has been in existence as long as vhe mo-
si:a foroe of the tragis drama, the lyT poem
or any other form w human expression,

We are reminded, by the reprint of George
Meredith's "Essay on Comedy,” an essay orlgi-
nally delivered as a lecture in 1877, to correet the
last sentence. There are some forms of human
expression which need a special era, & gpecial
phase of soclal development for their develop-
ment, and comedy 18 one of themw This 1s be-
cause of the fact that while the novel Is in es-
sence a representation of life—whether of the
material life that can he copied, or the Ideal,
romantic life that can be invented, and need
not, as a matter of necessity, carry & moral
lesson—the true comedy is exsentially a eritl-
clsm, an elucldation, an In:vrpr:-'t:all-‘rm Thus
there {s something especially felicitous in Mera-
dith's full title for this early gtudy of his. “On
the Idea of Comedy and of the Uses of the
Comie Spirit." he ealls jt, and one of the first
thines he has to say of the comie poet I8 that
“g gaclety of cultivated men and wemen is re-
quired, wherain ldeas are current and the per-
ceptions quick, that he may be supplied with
matter and an audience.” He pursues this idena
through some of the most transparent and in-
cisive pages he has ever written.

In this thin book we have the Meredith from
whom we are so often separated for whaole hours
at a time In his novels. He wrote it not merely
{n a happy hour for his literary style, hut with
the keen delight in his subject which Is one of
the surest safeguards against ohecurity. The
whale range of comedy I8 traversed In his dis-
crurse, from Menander and Arlstophanes to the
R storation, and his eriticlsm has not falled him
In asingle Instarce. His own best work Is in the
gpirit of comedy, and he turns to Congreve and
Molldre as to his fellows, Our association of
those fwo masters at the moment i provoked
partially hy one beautlful passage in which their
wit |s contrasted. That of Congreve, he says,
“1s a Toledo blade, eharp and wonderfully supple
for steol: cast for duelling, restless in the scab-
bard, being so pretty when out of {t. To shine,
it must have an adversary. Molldre's wit 18 like
a running brook, with innumerahle fresh lights
on it at every turn of the wood through whirh
{1= business i= to find a way. It does not run in
search of obstructiong, {0 be noigy over them,
but when dead leaves and viler substances are
heaped along the course fts natural song I8
helghtened.  Without effort, and with no das-
zling flashes of achlevement, It is full of heal-
ing, the wit of good breeding, the wit of wis-
dem’* Tt i this wit which Is the soul of the
purest comedy, and it will be readlly perceived
that it demands something almost as unusual
a® that which it gives, a soclety sensitive to the
finest intellectual appeal. “He must be sgubtle
to penetrate,” says Mr. Meredith of the comie
peet, and “'a corresponding acutencss must ex-
ist to welcome him. The necessity for the two
ermditions will explain how [t is thal we count
him durlng eenturies in the singular number.”
We will not follow the elassification offered In
this essay of the various exemplars to be traced
i the natlons of clvilization. It is enough to
point aut that the lover of Meredith will find
here one of the keenest and wisest and witticat
productions of his author, a fugitive eszay which
vet possesses A major quality through its ex-
quisite treatment of an exquisite theme,

The eriticlsm in the three papers which com-
poee Mr. Hudson's volume, “Studles in Interpre-
tation,” is not evenly satisfying or instruetive,
but where it Ie good It i =0 very gond that the
lnp ses may be forgiven. Thus the point of de-
parture In the survey of Matthew Arnold’s
poetry geems 10 mistaken and misleading,
A Hudson having become so interested in the
plhilosaphie drift of his poct that he forgets his
firet elalm upon our attentlon, namely, his lyr-
feal inspiration. But the essay on Keats 1s ad-
mirable from the fvst to the fast, Mr
Hudson points out megt revealingly the detach-
ment of Keats from the (atellectual movement
of hig time, his abgorption In the pursuit of
beauty and his econtentment with the pure
“poetry of enrth.” Very Justiy he remarks that
Keats wae really the most romantie of all the
romanticiats, though Byron, Shelley, Colevids
and Wordsworth might seem st i superticlal
glanes to be more obviously of the romantie
temper. With them romance was edlored by
olhieervation of life as theay saw {t. The romance
of Koats is romance touched by experiences
which eould only he v ved by the inner
eye, by the rapt Imaginail Shelley reached
the same gon) at times. Keats never almed at
any other. Mr. Hudson cites aptly a fragment
from the poet's correspondence, fn which he re-
fors to “pegative capability--that is, when a man
ts capable of helng In uneertalnties, mysteries,
doubts. without any lrritabls reaching after faet
and reason.” Fuarther on he says that, “with a
great poet the sensa of beauty overcomes every
other consideration, or rather obliterates all
consideration.” In there lnes Keata gives us,
as Mr. Hudaonn obssrves, “the final secret of his
relations with Jife,” and n= a study of that
seeret the pregent essay should stand high. Tt
reveals the clearcst Insight, and so suggestive
are the pages that it {2 a matter of regret to
find the papers en Clough and Arnald less plaa-
sible and cdifying.
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Mr. Cheney leaves a similarly unsymmetrieal
Impreosey. He s merely capricious and dog-
matie when he saye that, "compared with the
rare gifts of Emerson, ort, all hut the very
greatest, s common and cheap. He could say
all that he wants to =ay In laudation of his
hiern without making him “the peer of the groat
pocta” Emersor is nothing of the sort, and it
arly confuses the polnt ut ls#sue to present the
faney so decistvely. But, then, Mr. Cheney, like
Mr. Hudson., atones for his sins In one essay
by writing with the utmost discretion in an-
other, He l= refreahingly sane on the subject
of Walt Whitman, rec gnlzing that It !s one
thing to “gailivant”™ with him and another to
neeent him as o writer of postie The
little study of Bloke ol anlso,
happy perception of the strunge Englishman's
wrie gift and & wholesome distrust of the “Pro-
phoetie Haoks"  The chapters In this honk are
brlef lttle disquisitions on varfous poets, Low-
ell figuring In one, Wordsworth in another,
Whittler and Longfellow in dthers, There s
nothing new in the eritlelsm, and some of I, as
we have hinted, s crude or l-advised: but
the colleetion ls a pleasant one, with an unmis-
takable feeling fur poetry running through near-
ly every page.

The two thick volumes which Mr. IPutnam has

genlue
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written on “Books and Thelr Makers During the
Middle Ages” are taken up with some trepldation,
as being lkely to have the trying qualities of
most works of reference. Then they are read on
and on until the end of the gocond volume 18
reached, They are hooks of reference, it is true,
but Mp, Putnam has a smooth style; he has not
merely mastered his material, but he has put it

together with uncommen method, and the result

is a thoroughly compact history of the subject,
hurden-

one that can be grasped without any
gsome sense of a multipliclty of detnlls. The evo-
lutlon of the book as we know It to-day I8 easily
traced In these pages, though the record stops
with the end of the srventecnth century. Mr,
Putnam carries his narrative from the monkish
seribes to the followers of Gutenherg, from
Casstodorus and i Benedict to Plantin and the
Filzevire. Tt {8 a chronicle falrly romantie in Its
pleturesquences, falrly exciting in the process
which it palnts of literature slowly working Its
way through the more or less conventional
parchments and {lluminations of the monasteries
to the infinite variety of the printing press.

What will most impress the reader of these
volumes 1a the dlsinterested love of literature
which seems to have imbued the scrihes and
j rinters for centuries. 1t fs. of course, true that
the manks, as well as their gerular SUCOPSSOrS,
were shrewd men of husiness, that they sold
thefr handiwork ¥or high prices, that they pro-
teeted themeelves with jealous care agalnst the
pirating, as It were, of manuscripts which they
congidered thelr special property.  Mr. Putnam
remarks that the monasteries guarded their
manuseript treasures with surh care as to assign
one monk to hald the original fn his hands while
the monk who had come from a distance to copy
it was performing his task Hut that a monk
should make a long journey to copy this origl-
nal, that h= would “go to Rome or to Florenoe
from Fulda, from St. Gall, from Fleury. or even
from far-off Glastonbury . . . to prepare a
transeript of some valued codex,” was surely the
fruit of a more than mercenary enthusiasm
Casslodorus, who may be sald to have founded
the menastie “seriptorium,” was certainly moved
by a lofty ideal, and there is o very gracipus at-
mesphere hanging about Mr, Pulnam's record,
nn atmosphere of the lelsurely advance of learn-
I, of the slow bat sure elfloresconee of a nohle
idea, He paysa loyal tribute to the I malssance,
indivating the Important part pl yed by the
Hallan humanists [n the fostering of the mak-
ing of hoaks, Thousands of precious volumes,
written and priated, would not have seen the
lizht In the west for many, many years, per-
haps for centurles, had not the Florentine pas-
sion for classieal learning fnunched the trans-
lators and hookmakers upon a steady stream of
aetivity., Mr, Putnam tells his story well, with
4 compactness that must have Involved the ge-
vorest labor where sueh mountains of data were
at hand, and whether for purposes of reference
or for quiet reading in the library these voalumes
are destined to a permanent position

Mr, Powell’s "Excursions in Libraria” Is a book
-f shrede and patches—all of them delightful. It
ja uenally disappointing to read Frolssart in an
abstract, but the most careful translation could
hardly surpass A Gascon Tragedy” Mr. Pow-
¢Il's second chapter, in the preservation of the
ol Freneh chronicler's romantle glamour. The
|s m cunning arrangement of fragments of
with longer passages of M
The mocale ls tactfully
from wearing the air of
having been made in a library. All of these
pruays are thoroughly bookish. They are hook-
1« in the good ssnse, not artificlally, but as
though the writer had a sincere, spontanenus
juve for the old volumes over which he lingers,
{rom which he gets some of his most fasol
nating materlal  The themes are well chosen,
yanging from “The Philosophy of Rariy™ to
“Rabelals of Rome” and “The Wit of History."
Thers are many anecdotes, and on every count
Mr. Powell 1s to be designated a companlonable
and even charming writer.

FHEAY
Frojgsart’s text
towell's own writing,
latd out, and it gains

Mr. Roberts hardly deserves either eplithet, In
his “Rare Books and Their Prices,” Inasmuch as
e deals with his subject in o rather pro=ale way.
But he has gleaned some curlous records of sales,
atmormal and otherwlse, he has some flaghes of
Hiblographical wisdom, 2s when he denouneces
the “large-paper” fad, and he prints several
trifles of anecdote which it s amusing to pos-
(me of them is this rhyme of Thackerar's,
which

HOMEE,
Ingeribed In a copy of “The Virginlana”
he gave toa friznd:

In the 17, States and In the Queen’s dominions

All prople have a right to their opinloneg,

Ard many people don't much relish “The Vir-
pinlens.”

Peruse my booak, dear 1L, and If you find It

A lttle to your taste, 1 hope sou'll bind it

Mr. Ditchtield s subject has becn wasted on
him. “Books Fatal to Their Authors—thoere s
inspiration i the very title! but he has done no
mors than cmapile in a somew hat amateurish
manner the baldest facts concerning the burning
of Giordano Bruno, the Imprisonment of Valtalee
or thie martyrdom of Huss. As a work of rel-
erenoe, however, this seems to be exact, and it
f& in its very simplicity a handy little cempen-
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SANUEL PEPYS'S WILL.
SOME CITATIONSE FROM A LITTLE-KXOWXN IMA®
UMENT.
(i, A, Altken in The Athenncnm
1t s enrlony that, so far ae 1 know, Tepys’s will

r beon printed, though some ol
avislons bave e g mentiondd, pod

g 1h rary bLhave buen pri
Ma3 the will ke of groat den
Mr., Wheatley will be abiue 1o Include it an
demetitary volume of the “Diary." Here 1
to wii abstraer of the documont, with

mteTesting quotition

Fhe Wil (Prerogatlve Court of Centerbuary. 47
egmr bs dated August &L 1501, whon FPopys
desworiliond as fn His sIXiy-ninth year, dand of pATIIL

It Wi mem “1 o all humiling

3 % h_.:‘. wiel
and with a sutistadtion nexpressible,”
resien the =anl to its Creatar, “in surs
for i beppy resurrdction with the
tng stite of rest and

(R L8 = I i

W e
nnd il

dovisd ¢
othir red
wl

priompton,
rlitson, for Hfe, o fi
i default of such fosue the pr wils to &0 ta

wphew, John Jackan, of Westmin=ter, young-
wet sar of Paulina, and 1o his son v Iy il

in detuult of such sons to hils co .-,|.,.l hoarlis Pejys,
vocand son of his Tty uncle, Thoms Pepyr. AN wn
nulty of £15 to his old servant, Jate Penny, was 1o

d during her e, and Cakd leginey was left to
wentur,
was doe 1o Pepye
dion a bidanes of WO accounts
Acta of the Navy and &
iy, und, secomd, ae Tre r lor Toang
narles H oand Jumes 11 s omoney, Wi
Cwas to be lkkd aut dn lnesd for the henedit
resjdue of s « Wik wlsu 1o

from the Crown £35,
frst X

as i

boand held dn ot t fur his helrs
¢ nephews 1o join with me in net
digappointment they may by Lhe

pravidences of Alnighty God mect witn
in what they milght otherwise have e nihly
heres! for from me nt my death, but 1o receive w Ith

thonkfulnerss Iram d's hands whatever It shnll
prove, remembering it to be more than whit
olther myscll or they weore horn 1o, and therefore
chigoavering on thelr part by all hamble amd non-
eat ipdustry (o dimprove the same”

gole executor Was Umy most spproved and

dear fricad. Willlem Hower af Clapham

va ppciks of Hewor's “maore than flal attection

wnd tendern wx prosscd boward me throogh k!l the
GUCTET o my Hie for forly sears past”™

o May 1708, Pepys made b conledl 1o hils will

owing 1o h ving dise

Mrs. A
altady frlends
course of my |
of his |
L TR Ha complenion according to a s
i his hands; the Hbeary was to be Kept entire
and bestowed for the beneflt of poaterity, The o
rangements for e disposisl have been aiready Y

linhed. aiready pub-

\
Tha
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i the followlng (May 15, 1100 Bepys exe-
cuted secotud o bequenthing m-u.";. 'l.‘ a
of what g (0 him, Mrs Skynner was [
:e.:‘u.-l ;,;m, 200, and the childeen  of

harles Pepys aned, £1.20, Ther aLn
;]'H‘{'l'lluhe! #4 to the 1---‘idua- ot the .;I.-»';iu:-hlhl,:l'

owever, was never pald.  Fepys dlod L
later, and the will was proved on June h"“‘"“"‘

1 founded.
| general tneompetence of the Turkish adminis-

MEMORIES OF THE TURK.

THE SIEGE OF SEBASTOPOL AND OTHER
EVENTS.

AN AMERICAN TRANSPORT IN THE CRI-
MEAN WAR. By John Codman. Octavo, Pp-
108, Donnell, Silver & Co.

The author of this book has some decided views
as to the political diMeulties, past and present, In
the East, but he refuses to take himself or his
views too serlously, and In constquence he has
written a captivating record of his experiences.
They were begun in an unexpected and some-
what pleturesque manner. Forty years ago the
eommercial marine of the United Siates was in
a flourlshing conditlon, but there were fow
steamers gave on the North Atlantle, and those
travellers desirous of reachlng the Mediterra-
nean coast were compelled to get there via Liver-
pool and the Continent. At thls juneturs a ﬂrrrl-
of New-York ship-owners declded to fit out a
steamer of 613 tons, the Willlam Penn, and send
her over direct to Marsellles with a cargo of
frelght and with twenty or thirty pPASSANECOTS.
The time was not ripe for the venture. Nelther
frelght nor passengers could he gecured In tha
home port, and out of gheer: pluck and pride the
awners sent the Willlam Penn across the south-
ern route, with Instructions to Captain Codman
to get what freight he could for tae return pas-
sage. Promptly on the date advertised ahe salled
in ballast. In Marseilles the cholera was decl-
mating a population that had already been
drawn into the whirlpool of the Crimean war.
Captain Codman could obtain no business for
New-York and idled in the blazing sun until he
secured a contract with the French Government
for the transportation of troops, stores and am-
munition to the Crimea, Here his narrative
really begins.

The Willlam Penn was the first transport flying
a forelgn fag which was chartered by the French
Government. She was a newcomer In the Dar-
danelles, and went aground on Nagara Paoint, the
very spot, as Captain Codman notes, where Lo-
ander swam to his Hero. The Pacha of the Dar-
danelles came off to the ship, tendering his as-
gistunee, and, with the introduetion of this indl-
vidual, Captaln Codman  strikes the note of
tumorous deseription which agaln and agaln
makes his book amusing. Being under the jm-
prossion that the Orfentals were forbidden by
the Prophet to partake of wine, that luxury was
exclinded from the cabin table. “Think then of
my astonishment,” writes Captain Codman, "at
a gentle hint from the Pacha as to champagne.
It was, of course, Immediately produced,  Upon
my remarking that {t had not heen offered hefore
an arcount of regard to what I supposed to he his
religious seruples, he replled with an alr of per-
fort stneerity: "Wine is forbidden by the Prophet;
not echampagne., Champagne did not exist In his
day; how, then, eould he have forbldden it?
Marshallah! God is great,’ continued Suleyman,
smoothing hig beard and soothing his consclence,
‘pass the bottle! " The ship was reloaded and
(‘aptain Codman went on to Constantinople and
tn a long succession of VOynges on the Bosporus
and the Black Sea, first in the gervice of the
Freneh Government and then in that of the
Turks. It Is interesting to ohserve that he found
the former upright but terribly severe paymas-
ters, the latter a little more generous and a great

deal more amiable.  When he transferred the

| Wwilliam Penn from the French to the Turkish

servies, he drew up a charter party and present-
ed It to the Minister of War for his signature.
The Oriental glanced sleepily at the document
and inquired Its purport. This was explained to
him. He waved it aside, There was no occaston
for any documents, he sald; all that Captaln
odman had to do was to call at the end of each
manth for his money “Phereupon T told him
that for my own part inm--‘.--d no paper, as [ was
fully satisfied with his word, but that the other
owners of the ship at home would object to my
doing business (n that way. "Ab, well,' he re-
plied, ‘if yBu must have a paper, make it short
as possible. Sit down and write this: “The Otto-
man Government charters the Willlam Penn at
2000w month, furnishing the coal and paying
for passengers food tha same as heretofore, "
The contract wag executad aceardingly, and Cap-
tain Codman never had any trouble with his em-
]iln) ors .

He remembers this fact warmly, and one of
the salient points of his nirrative ls the sym-
pathy for the Turkish tharacter which it reflects
The author docs not pretend th say that the Mus-
sulmans have behaved themeelves better than the
Christians In the recent Armentan disturbances,
bt he i8 unequivocal in his assertion that forty
yvears ago the Turks, ns he knew them, were a
wepesing and companionahle people, He govs
st say that the dissensions In Aslatie
dor mnst be atteitted to “ather causes than
that of religious persecution,” thus materially
altering the aspect of the case as it 18 generally

vlewodh O the other hand, whether he will or
no. he revenls a lnmentable state of affalrs among
the | troops. There was nn bhetter com-

missariet than with the troops of the Allles: in
fact, it was, if possible, worse; and there is some-
thin el in the pieture which Captaln Cod-
wtn calmly deaws of the manper In which he
compelled to erowd his vessel on one mem-
ypable run from Constantinople to BEupatoria
‘e tatter stronghold was within two days' sail
af the base of supplies, but it was shamefully
reslioted; the goldiers died off in gquads from
typhoid fever, and when a Hussian attack was
curnored thers were belated and panlc-stricken
cffurts n Constantinopls te reinfarce the garrl-
sin. One thousand men and LK) sheep were
petually put on board a vessel of 613 tons. Be-
fore this was accomplished the chief officer, a
deltentful Yankse soul, made a rough calcuin-
o, “Allbwin® two siquare foot for a man,"”
sald he, “and providin® the sodjers will stand
up all the way, and ealling every sheep a sndler,
providin® he will gtand on his hind legs, we can
Just about accommodate "o, Sheep won't do
ihat, thoagh, The sodfers will take up all the
paom in the between decks and on deck, and the
sheep will have to go on top o' one another in
the nold The Willlam Penn steamed off, look-
e like a Coney Islund excursion boat on a
Saturday aftornoon, The congested mass of
soldiera  foll a-glck with a unanimity that
turned the vessel into a horrible hospltal, and In
the mildst of the chans a wreck was sighted and
a party of men and women were rascued. Cap-
taln Codman turned the Turklsh officers out of
thelr cabin to muake a place for the women,
Sinister growlings were the result, and only the
tucky arrival of a British man-of-war In the
affing, permitting a transfer of the walfs, pre-
ventod & muting. Eventually the cargo of {1,
dving and mutinoua soldlers was discharged at
Enpatoria, only to find that it was not needed, the
of a Nussian advance having un-
The tnctdent marked the

wne

h

e port heen

Once  more
tratlan. Captain Codman may have found his
employers good natured and prompt In payment,
but in the management of thelr milltary affairs
they wore sadly at sea, besides lacking the cour-
age and strength of thelr allies. The French and
Laglish were Jealous of one another, but they
were at one In thelr derlsion of the Turks, “All
three of them,” adds Captain Codman, “had a
greater regpect for the Hussians than for each
other." |

it may be admitted at this polnt that the Al-
lles were grievously behilndhand in thelr com-
milssariat, and that In the long slege of Selbas-
topol the offteers made thelr men endure suffer-
Ings which were greatly at varfance with the re-
ports they sent home,  Captodn Codman portrays
vividly the horrors of that protracted struggle,
Month after month the earnnge went on, month
after month disease mowed down the ranks still
more terribly.  Lord Haglan telegraphed agnin
and oeain o “The Times ™ “the sanltary condi-
tion of the army = exeollent,” Admirnl Boxer
sent repeatedly the same message concerning
the navy, but all the time cholera was sweeplng
oft the men, and ultimately both the officers

were themselves fatally stricken, Tt ls pleasant
to read In the midst of the sombre recital of
pestilence and death the aneedote which Cap-
tafln Codman digresses to tell, apropos of the
Turklsh error In =sending superfluous troops to
Tupatoria. The English made as ludicrous a
Biunder in November, 1855, when General Vivian
was stationed with the British forces at Kertch
and General Shirley was in command of a Turk-
ish contingent at Buyukdere. The latter, in
gending an official communication to Vivian,
mentioned his famlly, and hinted that they
found Buyukders rather monotonous. Immedi-
ately ecame the reply: “Bring everyhody up
here: they will be most welcome,” Let Captain
Codman proceed with the story. “Shirley had
forgotten,” he says, ‘“that he had mentioned
his family in his dispatch, and jumped to the

conclusion that the Russians were threatening |

Kertech with an attack, and that reinforcements
were urgently needed. whereas the sole Inten-
tion of General Vivian was to glve him, his
wife and the young ladiez an outing. Bo he
embarked his 3000 eavalry on board & flent of
salling vessels that “were taken In tow by steam-
ers, and away they all went across the Black
Sea to Kerteh. When General Vivian saw this
fleet coming up the Straits he had no idea
whenee {t had salled or whether It was friend
or foe. Hia anxlety, however, was soon relleved
%y Shirley jumping ashore and hulling him
with, ‘How are you, old boy? You sée me
here.' ™ The consternation of both officers, when
an explanation followed, may be imagined.
General Shirley welghed anchor without losa of
time, and bhack hia troops went to Buyukdere,
doubtless murmuring the Turkish equivalent of
the old distich about the King of France, who
marched 20,000 men up the hill and then
marched them down again. Captain Codman's
littls book 1s full of similarly capltal stories.
He has not written a history or even a hils-
torical sketeh, but in these discursive, personal
notes there |s very tangible vitality, and the
reader 18 clearly conscious of the alr of ad-
venture fn which the author moved for close on
to two stirring years. Especlally is there a
flavor of an era long since disappeared, the era
of canvas and wooden hulls. Captain Codman
commanded a steamer, but the fleets with whose
operations he was most coneerned in the Crimea
were all of salllng vessels, He implles more
than describes a striking contrast hetween the
warfare of four decades ago and the warfare
of to-day.

RECENT ROMANCES.

THE RISE AND FALL OF THE "ZENDA"
FORMULA,

A Ramance, By Anthony Hops, Illus-

PHROSO,
Octavo, pp. W6,

trated by Henry B, Wechsler,
Frederick A. Stokes Company.
THE FORGE IN THE FOREST. Belng the Nar-
rative of the Acadian Ranger, Jean de Mer,
Solgneur de Briart, and How Ha Crossed the
Niack Ahbé, and of His Adventures In a Strange
Fellowship, By Charles . D Roberts, Tllus-
trated, Octave, pp. 31, Lamson, Wolffe & Co.
In the confliet between reallsm and romanticism
one of the chief arguments advanced by adherents
of tho latter {s that It perml's the Imagination to
do what It likes, that it glves the ereative facuity
fres swing. The point 15 accurate enough, and cer-
tainly a mnin element in the hest romance {s that
of fromlom from all the restraints af prosale con-
i, Dumnas has a great ale of reality, but his
waorld is, after all, a pluce of superb Inventions,
The immortal Thres go through adventures so
varied as to tux the reader's eredulity to a severs
degres, We fesl that if we are to helieve all that
Dumas tells us we must grant him in the first
place a license to be as Impirobablo as he chooses,
The romancers have run up and down the gamut
of this llcense, but no matter in what measure
taey are audaclous and arbitrary. they have com-
manly preserved the sume atmosphere of delighttul
freedom. In recent days the spirit of thelr work
has ehanged, and Mr. Anthony Hope, who has pro-
voked this reflection before, provokes [t still more
in his Intest story.

Our latter-day romancers work too much from |

formulae. 8o, It may be asserted, did Dumas, but
the charge would be diffcult to prove. Ha wrote
tmprovisations. Hia tales are homogencous enough
for verlsimilitude to he maintatned, but, on the
whole, they are the most whimsleally constructed
things In the world. Tf he hud a formula at all 1t
was of the vaguest description. Anthony Hope's
1s ss clean cut as though it were f reclpe for the
mixing of chemicals, Take ons hero, he says, one
herolne, and A hesvy villaing add a few falthful re-
talners on either stde; throw the whole party Into
. pleturesaqus and unknown reglon; glve them a
bone to quarrel over in the shape of a throne, or,
a% In the case of “Phroso,” an island; and then
keep them all moving on a checks rboard of sur-
prises untll a volume of o many pages has heen
made out of a record of their doings. Fling over
sueh i formula as this the radicnce of a new style,
a new enthuslasm, and you get a “Prisoner of
Zenda.” Work It out with the perfunctory afr of
a cook who Has grown to thke his service as a
matter of fant, and you get a “Phroso.’” To hegin
a reading of Anthony Hope's remances with “The
Prigsoner of Zenda’ 8 to come upon the cook on a
high feast day. To take up the succeeding Zenda
atories, and now this tale of the Island of Neo-
patin, s to sit down to the ordinary ropast of avery
diy In the week. [t mus=t he admitted thiat the
author shows ghundant resouree, that the pertlous
adventures of his Englishmen are devised with
much orlginality. The central idea |8 fndubitahly
cocentrie and effective. Bul a stratn of artificlaliey
runs through the whole volume. The old Zondn
attractiveness Is gone. It 12 plniner now thanever
pefore that while Anthony Hope has had moments
of imaginative rapture, moments of delightful ro-
matice, the easentlal note of hiz work Is one of
mechanleal contrivanee.

The explanation of the fall of his art les In its
detachment from nature, The greatest romancers
keep close to that; no matter how daringly Inven-

tive they may be the breath of the opon forest la
In their pages, the veritable winds of tpe sea, the I

glonming of the sun and stars,  Anthony Hope s
nine-tenths fantasy and one-tenth nature; the pro-
portion 15 nll wrong, and one misses In his tales
the vigor of thoroughly human character, of land-
seapa that {8 genuine. When nature has crept into
a romance It will counternct even a formula and
take the pluee of an ineshaustible Inventvenoss.
The new book which Mr, Charles G. D, Roborts
has just brought out confirms the polnt. Iie his no
such sustained power in the devislng of thrilling
sltuntlons a8 Anthony Hope possesses, Hi= melo-
drama {8 brilliant only In places. But Into this la-
teresting pastiche of old Aeadlan history and ro-
mantle imaginings he has put the vitality which
“Phroso’” lacks, He has n naiveté which argues
Inexpertence in the writing of iletion like this, yet
the stary takes hoid of the reader with the force of
a much more mature production. 1f Mr. Roheria
had depended wpon his plot alone, thinking only of
Its dramatle possibllitics, he would have produced
a thin and unattractlve work.  But following the
instinet of the old masters he has songht to make
Kis men real characters aml to weap them all in
the glamor of the Acadian Peninsula. The love of
nntitre which  distlugulshen him as o poet s
obvious it thia progse performancs the deseriptive
passages are frequent, but they are deftly intro-
dueed and pever gpoll the movoment of the talo,
That procecds with great rapldity, indecd, and
with a bouyancy that speals of the very woods amd
winters amid which the potlon 15 lafd.  The style 1a
shinple, and the plot, though contnining some strong
surprises, I8 smoothly unfolded. This novel 1s the
first In A serles which Mr. Hoberts proposes to
wrlte, keeping more or less within the lmits of the
history of ohil Acadle. He has begun well and his
serles when eompletad promises to e a yalunhbie
contibution to the fetlon of the day, as well as
to the Nterature of a fascinating provinee,  Tha
novelist has still to galn In suthority, but the root

| of the matter ig in him
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The Houghtons have completed the printing of
the t=nth and fntl volume in the lite Professer
Chllit's great work on “English and Scottish Pop-
war Ballide” Profossor Kitteedge, bis” pupil aml
aastetant, has seen the book through the press wnad
hus written for it a short blography of the author,
The terminntion of th's noble work will be halled
evorvwlhiore with acelamntion.  No finer tusk of
sehioliesilp hog boen carrlod through on elther side
of the Atlantle for many yenrs. It I8 gratifying to
olgerve that Mils faet ls constantiy recelving the
muost cordial rocognition nmong students and schol-
are abroad.

Mr. Richard Watson Glider fs soon to bring eul
a new volume of poems, It will be called “For tha
Country,” and will he especially patriotle In its
contents, embracing poems on Wasaington, Lin-
coln, Sheridan, Sherman and other herole fhemes,

The spring publishing season abrond does not
promise much of importance. Beyond Nansen's
hook, which overshadows sverything else, the oniy
work of first-clasa signficance that is announced i
the new blography of Professor Jowert. [p fies
tion, as tn other dlrectiond, the prospect is not at
all exhllarating.

Mr. Laurence Hutton has been wrliing some
chapters that look autoblographleal for "St. Nicio-
Ins,"" They are printed under the title of “A Boy [
Knew.” The lad 1s described as having been
staylng with his father In the Pulaskl House, at
Savannah, In 1853 or 1855, when Thickoruy was
ihere. The Boy's father told him to particularly
ohserve “the old gentleman with the spectacles
who occupied a seat at thelr tabls ﬁn the publle
dlning-room; for, he gald, the time would come
when The Boy would be very proud to say that he
had breakfasted, dined and  supped with Mr,
Thackeray,” The youngster was duly attentive,
and “one morning Mr. Thackeray pald a little
attentlon to him, of which he is proud indeed. Mr,
Thackeray took The Boy betwoen his knees and
asked his name and what he intended 1o he when
he grew up. He replied, 'A farmer, sie.’ Wh, \d
cannot imagine, for he never had the slightess =
clination toward a farmers lfe. And thei iew
Thackeray put his gentle hand upon The Roy's little
red head and sald: ‘Whatever you are, try to be
a good one' "

Now that the Belgian symbolistes and the
“great” Scandinavian, Ibsen to wit, have been exe
ploited by the decadent theatres of Paris and
Loandon, there is talk of a Spanish revival. A play
of FEchegaray's s In rehearsal In the English
metropolis, and It |s not unlikely that other Bpan-
fards will be translated before long and adapted
to our stage. There will be more reason in Lhe

Spanish Renalzsance than in the Norweglan or the
Belglan, Echegeray 18 one of the most interests
ing dramatists of Europe, morhld to a certaln exs
tent, but far more edifying than Ibsen, for ex-
ample; and Perez Goldos also is of a healthler
tone. His novels have been known in America for
some time, ever since, in fact, Mr, Howells first
enthusinstically introduced them to the publle six
or seven years ago, Ile (s a realist, but one of con-
siderable imagination. He was born In 180 and
has long occupled a position of eminence in Spaln.

The Harpers have a new volume of stories by
Octave Thanet in pre=s, It Is called “"The Mission.
ary Sheriff: Being Incldents In the Life of a Plaln
Man Who Tried to Do His Duty.' The life de«
pleted In the book is Western Iife, of the sorg
with which Miss Ffrench has done her best work.

In “The Chautauquan” there {s a translation from
some amusing Jotings by Edmondo de Amlicls set
down after visits to Jules Verne and Victorien
Sardou. The portralt of the former Is peculiarly
engaging. The famous octogenarian lives at
Amlens, and De Amicls describes him as “somes
what of Verdl's bulld, with a serlous, kindly face,
no artistlike vivacity In look or word, very sims
pla manners, the Imprint of great sincerity in
every fleeting manifestation of fecling and thought,
the language, the bearing, the manner of dress of
a man who considers appearances of absolutely no
account,” Jules Verne writes two novels a year
regularly, and he appears to have planped that his
life work shall cover all the countries of the earth,
e has been going through them systematically,
“Contrary to what I had thought,” writes his ine
terviewer, “he does not first imagine the characters
and facts of the novel he Is to write, and then
bexin to make Investigations into one or more
couniries for his scens of actlon. On the con-
trary, he reads up the histcry and geography of
the countries firat, just as if he iniended to do
nothing else than describe them fully and minutely,
}is characters, the leading facts and eplsodes of
his story, rise up in his mind during this reading.”
Verne himself explains the popularity of his books
as springing from the fact that I have always
proposed, even to the sacrifice of art, not to ever
suffer a page or & line to escape from my pen
which the boys, far whom 1 write and whom I love,
cannot read,” A striking phase of the novelist's
eharacter was revealed when he went for a walk
with Slgnor de Amicls.  Then he ceased to be the
author and beeame “nothing but & common couns
elilor of the elty of Amiens.”” He asked Innumer-
able questions as to the munleipal customs of
ftaltan citles and proved himself to be possessed
of a store of learning concerning the same cuse
toms In his native land

We gladly chronlele the fact that the Londom
“Studie" I8 presently to be Issued in a speclal edl-
tlon heres under the auspices of Mr. John Lane
This i by all odda the best miscellaneous periodl-
el on artistic subjects published In English. The
whole field of decurative and architectural as well
as pletorial and plastic art 1= coversd; the latest
movement, whether in the binding of hooks or the
Aeslgning of posters, 18 Invarlably trented with ad-
mirable Hlustrations in its pages; and for praotls
eal purposes it 1s really invaluable

It takes some writers a long time to find thete
level, Mr. Max Beerbohm dropped inte Mme
Tussaud's the other day and stralghtway pros
epoded to wrelte a little essay on the place. And
he patrontzes (1! Never for a moment ©00s he pere
ealve that there, among the waxen effigies, heo
hud found hls very metier, the very cnvironment
for his “decadence.” “Why should Garibaldl and
those others all stare at me so gravely?" he aska
Why, forsooth! “It flashed upon me that, as [
watched them, they were stealing my life from
mo, making me one of their own Kind, My brain
seomed to be shrinking (sier, all the blood ceasing
in my body, 1 woull not watch them I drooped
my eyellds. My hands looked smooth waxen,
without nerves. 1 knew now that 1 should never
spenk nor hear agaln, never move 1 took & Aull
pride, even, In the thought that this was the very
frockeoat In which 1 had been nssassinated”
Poor Mr. Max Beerbohm! He never onee reall
that those effigles could have 4 wondrous fellows
feeling as they gazed back upon him.,

Professar Sully, wWho has devoted himself for
gome venrs to n study of the peychologleal side of
child life, has risen up to explain that the “authors
fties’ on the sublept in recent stor tes and essays
Are. on the whole, incompetent observers. He doed
not ke Mrs. Meynell's discourse, her “ronorous
solemnity” falls to persuade him, and he is equally
impervious to the allurements of Mr, Kenneth
Grohame and Mr. Barrie. He says of the Intter's
egentimental Tommy™ that it ousht to be read as
a pretty farce, and he goes on to express the hope
that “one day Mr. Darvie may think it warth his
white to con a ehild with something af the minuie
and patlent study which he hoes devoted to Its
elders. 1t were surely better to create a lving
ehild than to produce what i, after all, rather tod
Hke a Scoteh variant of the jmmortal Tom Sawyer,
One is encournged in this hone by observing here
and there in the story & skilful touching upon the
etornally childiike,” 1t is cheering to note that
Professor Sully lgnores Mr. Morriscn's * “hitd of
the Jago™ entirely, That precious work s an atre-
clous MUbel upon chitdlife, but it 15 being bolstered
up At o great rate just now by English devotees of
the bratally “virile" vonception of life which the
author happens to hold. Professor Sully conuluded
Bls suggestive paper with this remark: “What 18
wanted 1s a franker rocognition of the truth
a chU L oa suabject worthy in {teol of the Anest
artlezie portrayal, and that in the h. nds of & mas
ter It may be made admirable without
elangated Into a prodigy, and highiy en
without being out 1nto & Duge JoBN




